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old bungalows of Bombay. Strange how similarity
of climate and environment leads to similarity of
human ideas and contrivances! Here were outhouses
for Washington's-endless string of negro-slaves just
as we in India still have for our endless retinue
of servants. We strolled about its extensive ground
and sat underneath its spreading trees, but the view
we got from the spacious verandah of the Potomac
and distant Maryland was by far the most inspiring
and soul-subduing that I had seen in America up to
then, and in its own class of scenic beauty it remained
unsurpassed throughout my tour. Imagine yourself
seated on a comfortable cane-chair with two huge
Doric columns rising in front of you, opening out
between them an extended vista of a long rolling
plain of green, planted over with trees and gradually
retreating till far down some two hundred feet
below you it suddenly disappears beneath the waters
of the peaceful Potomac. The river then stretches
.across in a broad, smooth, glassy expanse of a mile
or two and meets the shore opposite or recedes in
many a broad sweep away among the lovely forest-
clad hills of Maryland till it shrinks into a mere
streak of glistening silver in the haze of the far dis-
tance. The Colonel was as deeply moved as I was,
and we both sat there long, viewing in silence the
peaceful scene breathing a spirit so totally at vari-
ance with ours and so full of my own dear far-off
homeland and of the happy restful days that have
long since passed!

On our return home we  passed through the
extended suburbs of Washington, the streets of which